A Bridle^pafk
W;HEN we saw the post-house of Mazreh, where we
rejoined our missing baggage, we rejoiced that
not under its roof, but under the hospitable roof
of Hadgi Abdullah, we had taken shelter through
the windy night. It was more than common
dirty; the mud floors were littered with eggshells
and with nameless horrors, which spoke of a yet
more uneasy lodging than that of the previous
evening. It stood some little way from the village
of Mazreh, which lay on the lower slopes of the
mountains, and beyond it our path turned up-
wards and was lost in the mist that hid the top
of the pass.
In a year or two this bridle-path across the hills
will have joined the long rofl of things that were ;
no more will travellers entering Persia dimb the
narrow track which was the Shah's highway ; no
more will their horses* feet slip among pools of
mud and ring out against the solid rock; the
Russian Government have taken the highroad
to.Tehran into their hands, and are even now
constructing a broad carriage-way from the
Caspian to join the Persian road at Kasvin. But
the bridle-path, which had served generations of